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The following day I inspected the National Guard, the standing
Militia Force of the United States. In Goldsboro this force
consisted of a battery of artillery. By what authority I made
this inspection I do not know, but I carried it out with such
dignity as I could assemble, wearing a panama hat of American
pattern, which I considered gave me an extraordinarily ludicrous
appearance as I took the salute.

None of the organizations to which I belonged would release
me without its fete of welcome and a speech.   I dined with the
Rotary Club, and twice preached from the pulpit, once in the
Reformed Church, and again in that of the Presbyterians.   The
inhabitants of Goldsboro were fully determined that as a Scot
I should not be without the joys usually associated with the
Scottish race.   I was, therefore, not only adopted by the Pres-
byterians, although permitted to preach to those of less strait-
laced principles, but a number of the inhabitants seemed to
spend much of their time disappearing into the woods to illicit
stills with the object of manufacturing rye-whisky for my con-
sumption.   This whisky was terrible stuff, of a potency entirely
beyond my possible endurance.   I was expected at every moment
of day or night to have wearied and to need such stimulation.
If I had not found convenient plants in pots which I could
stimulate with the drink intended for myself, my visit to Goldsboro
would have been one of endless intoxication.

But the hospitality of these good citizens knew no bounds, and
they laid themselves out to do me honour. I visited the cotton
fields with their singing negroes, factories, stores in which there
were tons and tons of maturing tobacco leaf, and attended the
Court of Justice in which the Sheriff, himself a prominent
Klanner, though no one was supposed to know the fact, handed
out unprejudiced justice to negro delinquents.

But Major Pierce had prepared for me a day of super-revelry.
It was declared a public holiday. I knew I was destined for a
" Barbecue," but of what its functions consisted I was not told
until, with thousands of others, we arrived. We motored some
three miles out into the countryside, entering a thickly wooded
district, in which was an open greensward. On our arrival
already hundreds of people were standing around a low brick
building, from whose chimney poured a column of smoke. With
much ceremony I was introduced into the building. Here I
saw, laid out across an immense iron grill, two pigs being roasted.
They had been trussed and cut open up the belly, and while the